Brokhaus said: ** I congratulate you, Frau Doktor." And
then the porter held a hand out in front of me which grew
larger and larger, waiting for a tip, and I hadn't a penny.
I was very much ashamed then. I still had fifty marks
left, for the printing of the dissertation was cheaper than
I had expected. That was during the time that I was look-
ing for a job. Twice a week the Chemists* Gazette,
once a week the Journal of Applied Chemistry. Letters,
offers, requests. Waiting. Waiting. This fruitless ex-
citement was dreadfully wearing. Nothing. The fifty
marks came to an end and I couldn't feed the child any
more. Then Kranich got me something through influ-
ence. I wrote addresses. One doesn't earn much doing
that. A pamphlet was being circulated, and then that
came to an end, too. I tried to get a job as goodness
only knows what—receptionist, nursemaid, saleswoman
—nothing to be had. I looked so wretched and ragged
at this time that no one would trust me. And on top of
it all, to be pestered with this burning desire for work—
real, chemical work ! For a time I knitted kettle holders
for the Women's Friendly Institution which took pity
on me. I got six pfennigs apiece. Then that was finished,
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" And then	? " said Ambrosius in a questioning
tone into the silent darkness.
" It sounds so silly when one describes it all. "As though
one wanted to brag. It all sounds so appalling. Actually
it was not nearly as dreadful as it sounds. For I had the
child. I was allowed to visit it twice every day. I do not
know if you can imagine how one longs for that. I can-
not describe it. It is a penetrating kind of joy, sometimes
it almost hurts, it hurts in one's jaws, and there, in one's
elbows—I am so terribly happy with my child	"
" And then	? " asked Ambrosius again. He had
put his cigar away somewhere, in the middle of the baize
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